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Walter isn't my father's
real name.
Walter was there though,











the husband of my mother;
who worked so bloody hard,
putting food in our mouths,
whether we liked it
or not,
spoke
at the dinner-table tribunal;
to the stranger who was his wife.
And he,
The Chemical Engineer,
Wizard of Wonder drugs
And she,
The Pharmacist with the mission
of Better life through Christ
(or Valium),






of Col. Eli Lilly,
talking
not to me.
.'-------------------- manuscripts ___ 47
I, being
too much in marvel
to meddle with
such brilliant banter,






sought sleep from the boar
on the Gordon's label,
and coloured his life
with the rich hues of
gin.
And so my father came home from the plant,
ate dinner,
and went to sleep.
Ohfather,





without the boar's bristle on
on your breath.
This, at least, was the family dinner.
And we would watch the CBS Evening News,
at least
I would watch amidst the cacophony of hyperprofessionalism.
I would watch teevee news
since no one would talk to me.
And there was Walter.
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o Father of Illuminated Phospheresence,
o Holy High-voltage Induced Hero,
you spoke to me;
you looked me in the eye
and told me of the world;
you observed all and criticized none.
My other father would not








became the head of the family.
My eye met yours;
I knew you wanted
me to hear you.























to my great aluminium
synaptic array
on the roof
of our homeless house
waiting,
and swaying









the greatest history of our century,








At first I cried







when I needed you;
always talking to me,
while I was being radiated
by my nuclear family.
I will always remember your voice















and I clothe and wrap them around me.
And I too,
can shine
in my inheritance,
and love you.
Walter,
father,
WaIter,
on thee, 'ere;
eye follow.
